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Hinder his ministry. How cold and lifeless our Pastor
seems, compared to him. Speaking of Mr. Campbell,
among other things, all however kind and Christian, he
made use of those expressive words, "I wish he was
more steeped in the spirit." I had some delightful com-
munion with this apostolic man. Surely he is in all
things like the beloved disciple, so full of love. Such a
Christian would I desire to be, and until I am, until this
divine love takes full possession of my soul, I shall never
be as happy, as I feel I have the capacity of being. It is
good to see the world, as I see it. Oh Maria, its splendid
out side, its gaiety and glitter, amuse but do not deceive
me, How can they, with such striking proofs before me,
of the bitterness and heartlessness within. And yet I am
amused, and very much interested in the characters and
scenes around me, but it is the interest and amusement
one finds at the theatre. I look upon life as a stage, and
on men and women as mere actors. One drama is just
finished, the curtain has dropped, the actors have left the
stage and I have followed them behind the scenes, where
their masks and dresses are thrown off and I see them as
they are, disappointed, exhausted, worn out, retiring
with broken fortunes and broken constitutions and hearts
rankling with barbed arrows.

Another drama is preparing. New characters, in all
the freshness and vigour of unexhausted strength, with
the exhileration of hopes undaunted by fear, of spirits
Intoxicated with success, with the aspirations of towering
ambition are coming on the self-same stage. Will public
favour cheer their closing, as it inspires the opening
scene? Time must show, but most probably, they in
their turn will drink the cup of honor to the bottom and
find its dregs nauseous and bitter. I hoped this cold
morning to have been alone, but one set of ladies haveitpossible CongressMedkaJ
